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were on the banks of the Brenta at the moment of the
accident, they were in danger of rolling into the river. I
jumped out of my chaise and ran to their assistance. She
was most profuse in her thanks, and, while her postillion
and mine were raising the carriage, called me her saviour
and her guardian angel. The damage repaired, they con-
tinued their route towards Padua, and I, mine towards
Venice.
The next day I started, masked, to follow the Bucentaur,
which was to be towed to the Lido for the imposing and
somewhat ridiculous ceremony. This function, the marriage
of the Doge and the sea, takes place at the risk of the Ad-
miral of the Arsenal, who stakes his own head that the
weather will be fine. The slightest contrary wind would
upset the vessel and drown the Doge, with all the serene
signers, the ambassadors, and the papal nuncio; furthermore,
this tragic accident would make all Europe laugh and say
that for once the Doge of Venice had really consummated
his marriage!
I was taking my coffee, my mask drawn aside for the
moment, in the Square of San Marco, when a masked
woman touched me on the shoulder with her fan. I did not
pay much heed to her, but by and by she touched me again.
As I was walking along the quay of the Sepulchre I saw the
same woman attentively staring at the picture of a monster
which was being exhibited for ten sols. I approached her and
asked her why she had struck me.
£I punished you,5 she said, cfor not recognising me, after
having saved my life.'
I guessed that this must be the beauty I had rescued on
the banks of the Brenta, and after the usual compliments
I asked if she was going to follow the Bucentaur.
*I would,' she replied, 'if I had a gondola.'
I offered her mine, which was very large; and after
having consulted her companion, who was also masked, she
accepted. I begged them to unmask, but they said they had
reasons for wishing to remain unrecognised. I asked if they

